A BALLAD OF ST. CHRISTOPHER
'Some wear the stone with their bent knees.
Some holy pictures limn,
Some bear the news of Christ to lands
That have not heard of Him.'
The giant said, 'If I had the will
For this, I have no wit nor skill.5
*To ford,' St. John said, 'yonder river
Poor wayfarers essay,
And by the great swiftness of the stream
Many are swept away;
Who carries them over \vill do a thing
To pleasure greatly the Strong King.3
The giant came to that wild water.
And on its brink did dwell;
He saved the lives of wayfarers
More than a man may tell;
And there it chanced one midnight wild
He heard the cry of a little child.
The child held a globe in his hand;
He begged to cross that night;
The giant set him on his shoulder
As a burden sweet and light;
Into the stream with a careless laugh
He stepped with a palm tree for a staff.
But the child grew heavier and his globe
Until they weighed like lead;
4Deus meus et omnia,
\Vhat Child is this?3 he said;
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